























































































































Erins loved land, from age to age. 

Be thou more great more famed and free, 
May peace be yours, or should you wage 
Defensive wars cheap victory 
May plenty flow in every field, 

And gentle breezes sweetly fan, 

May cheerful smiles serenely glide 
In the brest of evry Irishman, 

Erins lovo-I land* &e. Ac. 
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